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Ouphes,come help the spider spin 
S tre tch  his webs for m ist 
and moon;
Rim with rounded rain, or, thin, 
Curve into fro sty  lune;
Lift the m ushroom ’s rosy chin, 
Help it win
Through the leaves th a t lie aboon; 
While the cricket 
In  the th icket 
Makes it faery fiddle din.
Brim  the lichen-cups with rain; 
Blow to feather the golden- 
rods;
Help the touch-me-nots, astra in  
To explode their ripened pods, 
Sow their pa tte rin g  seed again; 
Help to stain
Every freckled flower th a t nods; 
While w ith glee,
In  its tree,
Chants the owl its  wild refrain.
Drop the acorn in its place;
Split and spill the c h e s tn u ts ’ 
burs;
T rail the weeds with pixy lace 
Of the moony gossam ers;
And with tricksy  colors trace 
Form  and face
Of each leaf the wild wood stirs; 
While the fox 
Mid the rocks,
B arks, or tim es with ours his 
pace.
Elfin, ouphe, and imp, and gnome, 
Ye who house the bumblebee, 
Ride the slow snail to its home, 
W rap the worm up silkenly; 
Ye who guard  t h e  wild bee’s 
comb,
And the dome 
Of the hornets in the tree,
Hear the call—
One and all
Gather! gather! au tum n’s come! 
Madison Cawein in Youths Companion
Echoes From the Middlers
We have re tu rned  in large n u m­
bers and with good health  to do 
ayear of good conscientious work. 
We have come back w ith fresh  
inspiration and newly gathered 
zeal to p ress forw ard to the m ark 
of a higher calling to take the cov­
eted place of the outgoing m id­
dlers. So m uch for one determ i­
nation. A fter a lavish exchange 
of hand shakes and smiles and 
“glad-to-see-you,” we m et in class 
m eeting on F riday , October the 
ten th  and elected officers for the 
first sem ester as follows:
President, Mr. J. A. Brown; 
Vice P residen t, Mr. J. Lacey 
Doss; Secretary , M iss H attie 
May H arris; A ssistan t S ecre ta ­
ry, M iss Carol W a s h i n g t o n ;  
T reasu rer, M r. S. D. B r o w n ;  
Chaplain, Mr. Luke W i l l i a m s ;  
Journalist, Mr. J. Hewlett; P a r ­
liam entarian, Mr. F. Swan; C rit­
ic, Mr. L . ' B. Capehart; S e r ­
gean t-a t-A rm s, Mr. M arshall 
Ross.
A fter the num erous speeches 
of acceptance, which had they 
been w ritten  would have made 
Miss B a rk e r’s blue pencil work 
over time, the m em bers of the 
class separated  fullof keen sp irits  
and best wishes for a successful 
y ea r’s work. Oh! I forgot tomen- 
tion th a t we all re tu rned  with 
more or less cash-m ostly  less.
Let every loyal member of the 
Academy subscribe to this paper. 
I t  always is the last word.
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